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"The Coffee Problem" 


Author's Notes: 

Don't kill me, okay? | just love the idea of this pairing and the tension between them! This fic contains much 
drama. Such swearing. Much sexual content. Wow. 

Also, English is not my mother tongue, there might be some mistakes. And, y'know, I'm always happy about 
feedback. :) 


A loud sthud’ broke the idyllic silence in the studio. Joshua Homme flinched and looked up from the sheet of 
paper he was working at. Next to him sat his band mate, John Paul Jones. The bassist had dropped the pen he 
was holding. The two of them were working at some lyrics. The loud "thud" had been the coffee mug, which 
band mate and drummer Dave Grohl had slammed onto the table. Josh laughed and ran a hand through his 
ginger hair. "Damn, Dave, you scared me!" The other man just mumbled something and took a sip of the hot 
beverage he had just brought with him. John Paul Jones just shook his head and picked up the pen "Wanna help 


us with some lyrics?" Josh asked and pointed at a free chair next to him. 


Dave just shrugged and sat down. "Sure. What're you working on?" Josh handed him the paper. "Scumbag Blues. 
John and | were just browsing through the text and something didn't really seem to fit with the rhythm.." The 


drummer took the sheet and had a look at it. "Here..", Josh pointed at a verse. Unfortunately he overlooked 
Dave's coffee mug. His elbow knocked the mug down and the hot liquid spilled over the table and onto Dave's 
jeans. "Fuck!" The drummer jumped up from his seat and performed a ridiculous little dance as the coffee 


burned his thighs. "Josh, what the fuck?!" "Shit, sorry Dave, | didn't see your cup! Are you alright?" 


The other man shot him a deadly look, took the mug and disappeared into the bathroom, grabbing a pair of 
extra jeans on his way. Josh watched him leave and scratched his head, embarrassed of the whole situation. 
Jonesy just sighed, got up and started to clean up the coffee puddle. "Mind your hand, Joshua’, he said when 
he'd finished with the cleaning. "Sorry, John. Look, maybe it's for the best when we take a short break before 
we continue, yeah?" The bassist nodded and the two of them left the room. 


Josh stood outside, lighting up a cigarette and toying with the lighter. He took a deep drag and watched the 
smoke disappear as he breathed it out again. His head hurt a little, so he searched his pockets and popped a 
painkiller. After finishing his smoke, he went back inside and grabbed a beer from the kitchen, quickly chugging 
it down before joining the others in the studio again. 


Dave sat behind his drums, tapping a rhythm with his right hand and gesturing around with his other. Jonesy 
was laughing at one of his jokes and strapping his bass guitar on Josh nodded towards them and picked up his 
guitar. "What're we gonna do?", he asked. "Jonesy had an idea for a riff", Dave informed him, and the bassist 


showed it to him. 


They played for a while and Dave even recorded a drum track before they decided to take a second break. 
Josh grimaced and took another painkiller. His headache was getting worse. Dave handed him a beer and they 
both sat quietly outside for a while, sipping their beers and watching the sunset. Back inside, they all agreed on 
working on the lyrics again. Josh tried to focus onto the sheet of paper, the combination of beers and 
painkillers made him feel fuzzy and light-headed. It wasn't a really pleasant high he was experiencing, but still a 
better feeling than having someone hitting a hammer against his skullcap. Dave had disappeared into the kitchen 
again and Jonesy was examining Josh. "Are you alright, Joshua? You're pulling a weird face.." The singer waved 
aside. "Yeah, yeah, l'm fine.."; he said, trying not to slur his speech. Jonesy just raised an eyebrow and 


continued reading in his magazine. 


Dave joined them again a few minutes later, carrying a huge mug of coffee with him. He put the cup down and 
had a seat next to Josh, giving the singer a warning look and grabbing the cup with both hands before taking a 
sip. Josh had noticed the look, but his high brain couldn't help asking himself how the other man would react if 
he'd spilled this cup of coffee as well. Josh shook his head and tried to wave the thought aside, focusing onto 
the song text again. 


But that particular thought didn't seem to vanish. After some minutes of internal discussions, Josh slowly 
pushed the coffee mug towards the edge of the table, trying to not make a sound while doing so. A last push 
with the back of his hand and the mug fell off the table, spilling the coffee and breaking into smithereens. It 
didn't take long until Dave jumped onto his feet, face red and trembling with anger. "I fucking warned you, you 
motherfucker!" He knocked his chair down and grabbed Josh by the scruff of the neck, pulling him closer with 


the intention of giving him a smack. 


But what he didn't expect was that weirdly charged tension that came up between them. 


In all those years Dave had known Josh he'd never really realized how fucking blue his eyes were. The two of 


them had never been this close before where Dave could see those..ridiculous ginger eyelashes. 


Dave loosened his grip on Josh's collar and just remained there, staring into these steel blue orbs of Josh's 
eyes. Minutes passed and the atmosphere changed all of a sudden The air thickened and it was almost as like 
the Californian heat had crept into the studio. Dave didn't even realize that his breath sped up as he watched 
a drop of sweat trickle down the other man's face and slowly disappear inside the depths of his shirt. 


Josh gulped. His band mate was close, too close, his brown eyes wide open and the warmth of his heavy 
breath near his own face. He sweated like crazy, probably a side effect of the high he was experiencing. It 


couldn't possibly be because of Dave's presence. 


The drummer noticed how Josh's jaw clenched and how his Adam's apple jumped as he moved his head closer. 
He couldn't help but imagine them being even closer, noses touching. 


And Dave could smell the beer in Josh's breath and count the freckles on his face... 


A loud harrumph made them flinch and Dave let go of the other's collar. "Terribly sorry to interrupt you, but 
are you two going to punch each other or just keep on weirdly staring at each other?" Jonesy gave them a 
weird look as Dave sat down again and cleared his throat. Josh kneeled down and started to clean up the mess 


he made, his ears glowing red. 


None of them knew that everything went downwards from that on.. 


"High and loud and a motherfuckin’ tease" 


Author's Notes: 
Another chapter of this..weird fic. Enjoy € don't forget to feedback ;) 


Dave sat inside the studio, bashing away on his drum kit. It was early in the evening, nobody was there yet, he 
was the first. The drummer tried to clear his mind a little, he had already swigged two cups of coffee to be 
able to work until late. He sighed and pushed some strands of hair out of his face before he continued playing. 


Almost half an hour passed, before he heard the door to the studio open. Band mate and singer/guitarist Josh 
Homme swaggered inside, slamming the door close behind himself. "Daaaaaaveeeeel", he slurred, sitting down on 
a chair near the drummer. The other man stopped his playing and looked at him. “Josh! Its ‘bout fucking time!" 
The ginger just waved aside. "M sorry, | got caught up by a bunch of Jedi who were waiting in front of my 
house!" He laughed like a madman. Dave just shook his head and stood up from his drum kit. "Whatre you on?" 
"On?", Josh asked back. "Yeah, on! What drug?" The guitarist giggled "Oh, | can't remember what it was, but it 
was fucking awesome!” He sniggered and plugged in one of his guitars. Dave facepalmed and had a look at his 
phone. "Where the fuck is John? He's never latel" "Aaah, just leave good ol Jonesy be. I'm sure he'll arrive 


shortly’ 


Josh started to fool around with his guitar, playing some weird chords and still laughing. He was very loud. 
Dave started believing that his band mate was high on more than just one drug. He almost never behaved like 
this. The drummer sighed and dialled John Paul's number. "Dave, hey, Davel", Josh shouted from across the 
room. Dave just waved his hand in an attempt to silence him, but the other end of the line remained silent and 
the mechanical voice of an answering machine rattled their sentence off. Dave swore quietly and put his phone 
away again. Why wasn't John answering his phone? Did something happen? He started worrying, but his train of 
thought was interrupted by his band mate. 


"Hey, Dave, what's up with that shirt of yours? It's too tight! Have you built up muscles?" Josh was stil 
giggling. Dave looked down at his own shirt and shrugged. "Maybe?" "How ‘bout taking it off? We could compare! 
Look who's the better ripped dude" Now Dave was laughing as well. "Stop joking around, Josh! Let us rather 
play something" The other man put his guitar down, walked towards him and gave him a pouty face. "Come on, 
Davel I'm bored and it doesn't seem that Jonesy will appear in the next few minutes!" Dave sighed once again 
and turned his back. "Just leave it, Josh" "But why?" The drummer flinched, as he felt the ginger's breath near 
his ear. "Are you afraid, Dave? Don't be a chicken." Dave's whole body tensed. "Of course not! l'm just not in 
the mood to fool around!", he hissed. There. That weird tension was back. 


"What if | was not fooling around? What would you do, Dave..?", Josh whispered, his hot breath grazing over 
the drummer's neck. Dave gulped. "Quit it, Josh..", he whispered. Why was the other man so close to him? "If 
you won't take your shirt off, I'll have to do it for you.." Ghostly fingers were plucking at the fabric of his 
shirt. He gasped. "Don't." Josh laughed quietly and pulled stronger at the shirt. "You're just doing this because 


you're high, you're out of your mind..” "Oh, but what do you think that I'm doing? I'm just trying to take your 
shirt off so we can see who's fitter..were you thinking that | am trying to do something else?" He laughed 
again "Oh, Dave, you dirty, dirty bastard." 


"What is going on? Are you going to hit each other again?" John Paul Jones had finally entered the studio, 
interrupting the ginger’s speech. Josh just laughed, let go of Dave's shirt and walked back towards his guitar. 
The drummer muttered a curse under his breath and clenched his fist. What a motherfucker Josh could be 
when he was high! 


